2l6                  INDIA   FOR   THE   INDIANS
It worked like a charm. Mr. Khan was visibly gratified
at my solicitude for the garland, and agreed with alacrity
that it would be fresher for the drive home if left in the
house.
The existence of a charitable maternity home in Kutch-
bhiwani marked it out as an exceptionally progressive village.
Very few of the smaller ones have as much as a visiting
midwife to assist women in the bearing of their children.
Peasants often just drop babies in the fields, or wherever they
happen to be at that moment, and carry on with their work
with little interruption. Even larger places like Kutchbhi-
wani do not always have the luxury of a maternity hospital
for poor mothers. Mrs. Mehta explained that the venture
was made possible because the native doctors gave their
services free. ^
For a community of twenty-five thousand, to say nothing
of countless numbers in hamlets scattered over the sur-
rounding countryside, the accommodation was fantastically
inadequate.   There were four charpoys on the ground floor
and two more on the first floor.   That could not have
gone far to meet the needs of the women of the area,
particularly in view of their violent aversion to birth-control.
The hospital boasted no sheets and the stone floor could
with advantage have been cleaner ; but the nurse in charge
had that warmth of heart and enthusiasm for her work
which more than compensated for minor defects.   When
we arrived she was holding against her apron, in the palm
of one hand, a tiny pink morsel who mewed like a kitten
still at the sightless stage, and was giving it a drink from
an eye-dropper.
" Good heavens/' I gasped at first glance.    " Haven't
you got that kid in an incubator ? "
" What for ? " Mrs. Mehta demanded calmly.
" It's so tiny," I exclaimed.   " It can't be safe to keep it
out like that.    In America the hospitals  have  special
arrangements for premature babies."